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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Nikki 666 and for all those that knew her, were touched by her and who loved her. 


How many years had he been doing this? 

Maybe what some said was true, that eventually you do run out of ideas and you find the well that had 
always been brimming with thoughts and suggestions really did run dry. He knew his felt like the only thing he 
could get out of it was a headache. 


Right now he couldn't even write a dirty limrick. 


He got up and paced, stopping after several circuits of the room to look out one of the large, plate glass 


windows. 


Los Angeles. 


Hollywood. 
How many years? 


Raking black bangs back from his face, he leaned his shoulder against the glass and tried to remember how it 
had felt then. Young, brash and full of dreams, they had planned on taking the world by storm and making it 
their own. In a way they had, enjoying a success that so few attained But it hadn't come easy, and there had 
been some high costs for it all. 


The accident, the drugs, the fights. 


They were invincible. They ruled the Strip; the best drugs, the best women, the best of whatever their 
hedonistic lifestyle had offered. And that was before they starting selling a million albums, before the money 
rolled in like the tide and rode out even faster. The times they could walk in and write a check for a brand new 


car and actually have the money in the bank to pay for it. 
It had been fun. 
Even dying had been an experience he wasn't sorry for. 


After all, how many people could say they OD'd, died, were brought back, then checked themselves out of the 


hospital and once home, cooked up a massive shot and started the cycle all over again? 


He shook his head with a bitter laugh. Probably more people than he thought. After all, it wasn't like he'd 
cornered the market on stupidity. 


He stuffed his hands in the pockets of his jeans to still their trembling. 


Wives, kids, more fights, death, the latter not only reality but figuratively, not only of beliefs in the music and 
in each other but the death of an era. The split and the attempt to carry on but the fans, well, they didn't 
exactly turn their backs but they weren't kind, it wasn't Mötley without the four of them. 


A chance to go back to what it was and somehow it had come together, not without a great deal of arguing 
and forgiving, but certainly nothing forgotten. And Mick, damn that was hard. But he seemed determined to 
make it work so out they had gone and it had been night Maybe they weren't quite the same -- not that he'd 
ever admit that to anyone but himself -- but the fans had loved it and to look around and see the other 
three, well, it had been good. 


Who was he kidding, it had been fucking awesome. 


Taking a hand from his pocket he rested his forearm on the window, leaning his head against it with a long, 
heavy sigh. 


So why didn't he feel it anymore? 
Where had it gone? 


Had he become what he had always sworn he would never be? Just your average man, nothing special to 
offer, walking through life until death came to call. 


But death had already called him and he had given it the finger and walked away. 


He closed his eyes to the brightness of the lights outside the window, the noise of the street below silenced 
by the thick glass between them. He wasn't ready to be ordinary. 


Forcing himself to back away, he opened his eyes. He turned to stare at the guitar and the sheets (blank 
sheets) of paper and music on the bed, his pen seeming to mock him with its full well of ink just waiting for 
him to find a use for it. Suddenly he was tired, so tired that it was an effort to stumble the few feet to the 
bed and fall onto it, not even bothering to move anything out of the way, not caring his shoes were still on, 


the bedspread wrinkled under him. 


His lids fell, a blackness that was his only escape from the fears of being ordinary catching him in velvet 


arms. 

"Nkki” 

He forced his eyes open, seeing nothing but a void as empty as his creativity. 

"Néki" 

He turned his head toward the voice, squinting at the vague figure that stood hipshot, arms folded over her chest 
"Who are you?" 


She grinned, and he found himself being dragged into the most incredible eyes, eyes that lit up from within and 
offered.. 


Something 

Something he hadn't seen or felt in a very long tme. 
"Me? Well. Im Nikki" she laughed. tossing her head 
"Where am I" 


"Youre here." 


"And where is here?" 
‘ts just, here," she said, spreading her arms wide. 


‘Pardon me if Im not really in the mood for fucking games," he shot back, closing his eyes and letting himself drift 


in the darkness 

Her laugh made his eyes fly open, the glittering anger in them not seeming fo bother her in the least. "Im not here 
fo play games," she explained, coming closer, her steps seeming fo close the distance between them much faster 
than he would have believed 

"Then why are you here?" 

Close enough now for him to get a really good look, he found himself wanting to fall into those eyes 


"Im here to be your muse." 


He snorted "To have a muse you need to be an artist, or a writer, or at least be something And right now, Im 


not even fucking close." 


"Youre closer than you think." Soff, gentle words, so much so in fact he felt an ache in his chest, emotions 


threatening fo overwhelm him. 
"How?" 


‘Like this," she smiled, her hands reaching for him, delicate touches on his face that left behind a warmth and a 


peace so alien to the war that often raged within him. 
"What the fuck?" He tried to twist away, but he seemed powerless over his body. Her hands continued to stroke, 
fo caress, a quiet humming from her that he gradually recognized as something that he had written a very long 


fime ago, when he was young and full of ideas and dreams. 


‘ts still inside you," she whispered, ‘just like it's in everyone. I's only when you close yourself to the dreams and 
forget the simple joys of life, ike laughter and love and friendshp and believing in yourself, that its hard to find" 


"But..." 
‘Believe in yourself and you can do anything After all. look where you started and where you are now." 
"Yeah," he marveled, finding himself smiling back at her. 'I can, cant |?" 


"You can As long as you let yourself feel the laughter and the love, and the sorrow and the pain, you never find 


yourself empty." 
‘So what happens when you leave and I feel like that again?" 
She laughed, a delighted sound that brought a glimmer of light to the darkness 


‘lm never going fo leave. Hil always be right here," she tapped a finger against his temple, "and right here." The 
same finger tapped his chest over his heart. 


"You will?" 

"I will, | promise." 

Stil smiling, she faded slowly into the darkness. 

He sat up, looking around the hotel room, the glare of the artificial light making him squint for a moment. 
"Damn, that was some dream," he said into the quiet, flinching at the loudness of his own voice. He glanced at 
the pad of paper, biting his lip thoughtfully. Hesitantly, he slid his hand over the brightly colored bedspread 
until his fingers brushed the edge. Grasping it, he lifted it and laid it on his thigh. He stretched and retrieved 
the pen, tapping the end against his teeth for a moment before setting the point on the blank sheet, writing 
slowly at first and then faster as the words spilled onto the paper, a small frown of concentration knotting his 


brow. 


And in the darkness, she smiled and wove her magic. 


